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Summary: Stoick is a hard headed and rebellious teenage viking who is 
being put in training to become the next great leader of Berk. But 
when he meets the beautiful and yet stubborn Valka the two young and 
wild vikings face struggles between each other and everything else. 
Human or not... their lives will never be the same again (The story of 
Valka and Stoick) 


1 . Chapter 1 

**Okay so I've been planning this for such a long time and now I've 
finally grown the gutts to write this Stoick and Valka fanfic! I love 
this couple so much that I just had to write a story of how they met 
when they were teens. It took a lot of planning but I think I have 
most of it figured out. So in this Stoick is 19 (Almost 20) and Valka 
is 17. Just a quick heads up that in this fanfic Stoick is a teenager 
meaning he isn't as big and bulky as he in the films and he doesn't 
have his beard. In fact he looks a lot like Hiccup in Httyd2 except 
just a bit more muscular with longer hair (Red obviously and green 
eyes) Anywho here's the prologue and first chapter comes out tomoz, 
hope you enjoy!** 

**Prologue** 

"Come on, Stoick! Yer not even tryin!" 

The great Gandall the Wake yelled as the Gronkell roared it's fire 
towards 19 year old Stoick who grabbed his hammer which he'd dropped 
and hid behind a wooden plank. He panted heavily whilst stroking back 
his red locks which had plastered to his forehead from all the sweat. 
This was pretty much every afternoon for the young Viking, hard and 
tough dragon training with his even more hard and tough father also 
known as the chief of Berk. Soon enough that title will belong to 
Stoick himself ... not too long now. That's why he had all these 
constant dragon training day after day since he was 15. Over the 
years of hardcore training he'd gained a figure which paid off with 



thousands of women on Berk flirting with him almost all the time. He 
was a handsome young man, a good build of slight broad muscle, 
shoulder-length red locks as flaming as a dragons fire and eyes as 
green as the forest in spring. The one thing he lacked of which made 
him contrast from all the other vikings was a beard. Most of his 
friends had grown their first patch of stuble when they were 16 (His 
father when he was 12) and yet Stoick still had a jaw as clean as a 
rain drop (Despite the light drops of freckles around his cheeks and 
nose) . It annoyed him constantly whenever Gobbler would make fun of 
him for not being man enough to have a beard, he even suggested once 
that he'd "push" it out of him which only led to many minutes of 
light headness. Despite being so stubborn and rebellious as he was he 
could also be a kind hearted and wondering teenager once in a while, 
not mention a total flirt around the women. 

"Stoick! " 

He groaned in annoyance when he heard his father roar then quickly he 
rolled over on the ground away from the plank and standing up whilst 
holding the hammer in his hand, glaring at the gronkell which sneered 
it's shark like teeth at him. 

"Come on, you..." He whispered then the Gronkell screeched before 
heading it ' s enormous round body towards him and Stoick dodged and 
then he grabbed it's tail. The Gronkell roared in frustration and 
flew around in circles trying to fling him off but Stoick held on 
tightly and climbed onto it's back whilst holding the 
hammer . 

"Remember, Stoick, a Gronkells aim gets confused with loud sounds!" 
His father yelled and then Stoick sat on the Gronkell 's neck before 
lifting up the hammer and dropping it down to one of the dragons ear. 
When the hammer hit there was a loud _BANG _and the Gronkell stayed 
completely froze for a moment before it's body slowly began to sway 
from side to side and Stoick jumped off landing on his knees as the 
Gronkell 's eyes drifted shut and his enormous body clahsed into the 
ground leaving a slight shake in the field. 

After a moment Stoick fell back lying on the ground with his whole 
body strecthed out as he panted heavily, "Mighty Odin... that bastard 
must've been feelin real cranky today... he almost blew off me 
leg!" 

Hearing his father's loud footstops the young viking lifted his head 
to see Gandall nodding at him whilst picking up his hammer, "A dragon 
has its good days and its bad days. Either which you must never let 
yer guard down, son because if there is one thing a dragon is other 
than stupid it is unpredictable." 

Stoick rolled his eyes and struggled to sit up whilst Gandall placed 
the hammer back in the stock along with the other weapons. "Yeah, 
yeah I know, dad I've been doin this for almost 5 years now... show me 
a li'l bit more compassion, would yah?" 

Gandall then turned his head to look at his son and his expression 
was cold and serious, "Foolish boy... you may think ya know all ya 
need to fight a dragon but yer not even close to know what it takes 
to not just black one out... but to kill it." He hissed the last four 
words as if they were his favorite words in all of existance. Gandall 
hated dragons more than anyone in all of Berk. If he could he would 



eat a dragon for breakfast and then use it's bones as tooth picks. 

For the past 5 years Stoick had mastered the skills of attacking a 
dragon when it least expected it and how to knock one out for a long 
time, the longest was probably 2 whole days. And yet... he had never 
once in his whole life slayed a dragon. He didn't really see the 
point, if the dragon was injured then was less likely to try and 
attack again but that clearly wasn't enough to satisfy the greatest 
dragon hater of them all. 

Standing up, Stoick wrapped his hair back as Grandall sighed and 
shaking his head he walked over to his son and stopped right in front 
of him. "Stoick, son. . .ya know all I do is for you and this 
island ... those monsters have taken eveything from us and they won't 
stop until we're obliterated from the earth. They'll just keep coming 
back until we finish them off for good... only then will we truly be 
at peace." He said the speech with the kind of voice he used to talk 
to him with when he was a child, a cool, calm and yet sort of strict 
edgy tone. Stoick and Gandall never really had a good way of 
communicating the way a father and son should... not since his mother 
died when he was only 6. One shot of a deadly flame from a terrifying 
Nightmare and the next thing they knew... she was gone. Gandall hadn't 
been the same ever since, he was never one to be light and jolly but 
he had more spark in him until it slowly burnt out and left him with 
a dark and empty void in which no one could fill again... not even 
Stoick . 

Gandall looked at his son dead in the eye as he continued, "And that 
my son... is when you will be a true leader and a true viking." 

Taken aback slightly Stoick 's lip parted slightly as he looked up at 
his father speechless. _Leader...a true viking? _Wasn't he already a 
true viking?! And as for leader well... the whole idea of rulling over 
Berk and taking all of it and it's people in his hands... only to end 
up like Gandall? The idea sent a shiver down his spine and just when 
he felt he was about to pass out he snapped back when he heard the 
familiar loud and friendly voice call his name. 

"Stoi! There ya are ol buddy, ol pal!" 

Stoick then turned around and smiled when he saw his best friend walk 
through the entrance with his arms wide open. 

"How's it goin. Gobbler?" He replied back and seeing the unconscious 
Gronkell on the floor Gobbler's eyebrows rose and he whistled, "Not 
much mah friend but I guess I can't say the same thing for you... look 
at that fat bastard!" He leaned down and poked it's belly with his 
finger and Gandall sighed in exhaustion before whispering, "Just 
remember what I told you, son." And then he walked off with his 
guards . 

Stoick blinked watching him leave before turning back to Gobbler who 
was still poking the dragon. Stoick raised an eyebrow and crossed his 
arms whilst cocking his head to the side, "Ahhh, ey Gobbler! I 
wouldn't do that if I were you!" 

He rolled his eyes, "Aye come on, Stoick! Look at this thing! As if 
he could move with a body that bi-" 


The Gronkell then rolled over and groaned in it's sleep making 
Gobbler flinch away and curse out loud, "Holy Thor, Odin and 



Loki ! " 


At that Stoick broke out in laughter and shook his head as he walked 
up to him and patted his shoulder, "Come on, big fella, play time's 
over . " 

Gobbler muttered as they walked out of the training hall and into the 
fresh evening air of the night. Stoick took in a deep breath and 
Gobbler raised an eyebrow at him, "Daddy been working you to the 
limit again?" 

Stoick sighed, "Even further if he had the chance. The man has the 
attention spam of a goddamn turnip!" 

Gobbler smirked shaking his head, "Well ya are turning 20 next 
week... and ya know what that means ... chief . " He said the last word in 
a teasing manner and Stoick gave him a look then Gobbler chuckled 
before wrapping his arm around his shoulder. "I'll tell ya what! 

Let's give ya a li'l reward for working so hard, what do ya say?" He 
smiled raising his eyebrows suggestively and Stoick lifted his chin 
and raised an intruiged brow. 

"What did ya have in mind?" 

Gobbler grinned deviously, "How's sayin a quick drink to bury the day 
away, eh?" 

At that Stoick scoffed. He knew that by 'quick drink' Gobbler meant a 
whole night long drunk fest which would leave to a nightmare of a 
hangover the next morning. 

"Come on, Stoiiiiiii. Be a man, live a little!" 

Stoick thought for a moment before smirking then him and Gobbler 
laughed before high fivng each other and heading down towards the 
gathering at the centre of Berk. 

**Okay so there it is guys! Sorry it was a bit boring but I promise 
the story picks up at the first chapter which will probably be out 
tomorrow if I have time! It was kinda hard to do this since I had to 
make up a back story for Stoick and a Haddock family history. Anywho 
please review your thoughts guys! Thanx!** 

**Review, favourite, follow** 


2 . Chapter 2 

**Okay soooo nothing to announce yet, except that Valka shows up here 
and so do a couple of other vikings such as parents as teens (Meaning 
Astrid's parents, Ruffnut and Tuffnuts, Fishlegs and Snoutlouts) 
anyway you get what I mean! So yeah hope you guys enjoy!** 

**Chapter 1** 

**The girl with the bread** 

The young vikings laughed as they clanged their drinks and chugged 
them down as many people kept dancing and singing along to the loud 
music which was being played around the fire. It was only once in a 



while in which Berk had its annual gatherings but they were always 
the most fun thing Stoick could remember as a child. Running around 
the fire with Gobbler when they were little to playing the 
instruments for the music when they were a little older to getting as 
drunk as vikings could possibly get now. Gandall didn't really like 
Stoick to watse his time on foolish things like festivals and parties 
but what he does' t know can't hurt him, right? 

"Agh!" Gobbler's eye twitched and he stuck his tongue out when taking 
down another drink then Stoick laughed at his face. 

"I'm tellin ya, Stoi ! This is the life!" He said whilst chugging down 
yet another drink, "No rules! No responsibilities!" A perverted grin 
printed his face, "No women ... well ... maybe a few." 

Stoick chuckled shaking his head and drinking, "Nah forget it. 
Gobbler. I'm a lone warrior, I'm no need to be tied down to only one 
dame . " 

Gobbler rolls his eyes, "Blah blah blah! Who's talkin about stayin 
tied down?! Ya sound like ya damn father. I'm talkin about women! 

Many beauuuutiful and revealing women!" He sang the last part and 
Stoick broke out in laughter. Yep it was official. Gobbler was drunk. 
It only took a few pints and he was a goner. Then again ... Stoick was 
pretty sure he was close too, not as much as Gobbler obviously but 
definately not steady. 

Gobbler then raised his drink and whistled to a bunch of girls 
walking by, "Hello me wee darlins! Lets feast on our devine youth if 
ya know what I mean!" They gave him a look then rolled their eyes 
walking off and Stoick was laughing so much his stomach hurt. He then 
laid back and wiped a tear from his eye, "But seriously. Gobbler... I 
just don't think I can see meself comitted to a women for me whole 
life, ya know? I just don't have the time..." 

He blinked offended, "Are ye mad? ! There are tons of gorgeous lambs 
here awaiting to be swiped of their feet by the one and only future 
chief ! " He spat . 

Two gorgeous women then walked by and seeing Stoick they both giggled 
flirtingly and whispering something to each other. Stoick smirked 
whilst shaking his head and taking another drink then a confused 
Gobbler frowned at him then looking over at the women his eyebrows 
rose amusingly, "Well, well if that ain't fate right there then I 
don't know what is." He turned his face to Stoick giving him a 
perverted smile only making him laugh whilst slightly choking on his 
drink. "Nah, Gobbler." He said whilst hitting his chest lightly with 
soft coughs, "Not tonight." 

"Well tonight could be a night better than any!" 

Stoick groaned scratching the back of his neck considering it, 
"IIIIIII dunno. Gobbler-" 

"Too late!" Gobbler interrupted before grabbing the young vikings arm 
and before he could protest he was dragged into the real party next 
to the bomfire where all the other vikings cheered raising their cups 
when they saw him. 


"There he is, the future chief himself!" They all cheered again and 



Gobbler laughed wrapping an arm around his friends shoulder then 
patting it whilst Stoick just rolled his eyes before giving a 
helpless smirk and gave them a small wave. 

He then sighed before looking to his side at the roaring fire. They 
would hold this gathering every month to honour Lord Odin himself for 
giving them strength to defeat the demons with wings and breath of 
fire and respect those who lost against them... the dragons. The 
tradition was created by his great Grandfather Hiccup Horrendous 
Haddock the first. He was also the one who wrote the book of dragons 
and even the man who founded the village. Stoick then looked down to 
see two boys and a girl dressed in head-dresses made of feathers and 
dragon skin along with some white and red paint on their faces. The 
two boys were laughing whilst chasing around the screeching girl 
pretending she was a dragon herself. It warmed Stoick to see the 
young ones so fearless and full of life... but it also pained him in a 
way, knowing that, that innocence could easily be broken when they 
grew up and began their dragon training. Stoick hadn't fallen far but 
right now it seemed like that's what Gandall was trying to do to him. 
Break his innocence into hatred... the mere thought haunted him every 
night, to end up like his grandfather or even end up just like 
Gandall . 

"Fancy seein _you_ out in the open, Stoick!" 

He snapped out of his reviree when hearing the familiar voice then 
turning his head around and breaking into a slight smirk when he saw 
who it was . 

"If I didn't know any better, I'd say you were disappointed, 

Spitelout ! " 

Spitelout Jorgenson chuckled as he carelessly strolled over towards 
them then coming to a stop when gave Gobbler a spit in the hand and 
then a old fashioned viking knuckle punch. 

He was the old island clown but it also one of Stoick 's oldest 
friends. Stoick then looked behind Spitelout and blinked in surprise 
at who was walking up beside him. 

"Aidan? " 

The teen Viking nodded as his blonde braid brushed over his shoulder 
and he stood beside Spitelout who laughed before placing an arm 
around his shoulder. Aidan Hofferson was almost as popular as Stoick 
when it came to the looks department. Aidan 's father parents were 
killed by dragons when he was very young and so he'd stay at 
Jeviline's house but worked part time with his uncle. His uncle Lukah 
was a sailor and so he'd join him on each trip including the one 
where they'd left 2 months ago and now he was back. 

"Come on, pretty boy! Don't say ya didn't miss us!" Gobber teased as 
he pinched Aidan 's cheek causing him to smirk slightly before 
slapping his hand away. 

"So, you bastards out here to get lucky tonight?" He finally spoke in 
that soothing voice of his and they all chuckled. 

"I think you mean the ladies are the lucky ones to get lucky with us, 
right?!" Spitelout belowed then Gobber wrapped his arm around his 



neck before nuzzling his head and they wrestled. 


Aidan and Stoick shared a grin then both turned to the side when they 
heard voices beside them. 

"What are you two idiots doin?" Said Kayla Macray as she stroked back 
her short jet black hair. Standing next to her was Idris Jeviline. 
Both of the women were very beautiful yet both very different. Kayla 
Macray was a tomboy and also Kreller's best friend. She was tall and 
curvey with short black hair that reached her jawline and her eyes 
were were the exact same black. Idris however was blonde and she wore 
her hair in a long braid that reached her chest. Her eyes were so 
golden you'd think they were treasure pieces and unlike Kayla she was 
more gentle and kind. 

Spitelout struggled out of Gobber's grip, meanwhile Idris was staring 
at Aidan who had his arms crossed over his chest and he gave her a 
nod . 

"Hello, Idris . " 

"You're back..." She said in almost a whisper and he nodded again. 
Everyone watched them awkwardly and both realising this, they broke 
their gaze and Aidan cleared his throat whilst Idris stroked her 
braid looking down with flushed cheeks. 

"Anywhooooo . " Sang Spitelout and he punched Gobber in the stomach 
causing him to groan. "Ah, ya wee bastard!" 

"Oi, Spite! Yer cock's stickin out!" Kayla yelled over the music and 
his eyes widened before he looked down and they all laughed when he 
fell for it. Kayla smirked proudly before crossing her arms and 
Spitelout raised a brow at her. "Trust you to be lookin!" 

She then scowled. "Ai, shut up, ya moron!" 

Stoick rolled his eyes then looked around and after a while Idris 
spoke . 

"Well I'm heading back. See you at home, Aidan?" She asked glimpsing 
at him and he simply nodded. "Sure." 

She smiled sweetly before walking off and the boys whistled then 
Aidan rolled his eyes. "Yer all bloody asses." 

After a while they'd all grabbed a drink and stood around talking 
except Stoick who just stared at the ground deep in thought. Right 
now his mind was racing through tons of things, but most of all it 
was based around his father. Tonight he was acting strange, stranger 
than usual. He wasn't working Stoick as hard which was incredibly 
surprising. And he kept zooming out, as if he were distracted. But by 
what ? 

Kayla had pulled Spitelout by the ear and everyone was laughing then 
Stoick noticing that they were all distracted took advantage of the 
oppurtunity and quickly snuck back to the barrels to retrive his belt 
and knife. He buckled his belt and placed his knife into his boot and 
sighed . 

He was about to leave but then stopped when he heard something behind 



him. He frowned a bit when he turned around and saw two male vikings 
laughing at the corner of a shed. As he concentrated on them he could 
see that they were tossing something at each other and laughing each 
time they caught it. 

"Hungry are we, darlin? ! " 

"Come on, give us a bite!" 

Stoick blinked then looked over at Gobber and the others who were 
still drinking and yelling at other vikings, none of them noticing 
that he had left. They continued to laugh and then Stoick frowned 
deeper when he heard what sounded like a girl cursing. When one of 
the vikings stepped away Stoick' s brow raised when he saw that what 
they were tossing at each other was in fact a young girl no older 
than 18 hugging a loaf of bread. He couldn't see her properly then 
slowl began to approach them. 

She struggled out of one's grasp and then glared at the other one. 
"Let me go you dirty pigs!" 

They both laughed then one of them held her by her arms and the other 
leaned in stroking her cheek, "Come on, lass... no need to be tense, 
we're all friends here." He grinned and she turned her face away 
trying to get out of that other's hold then he grabbed her jaw 
turning her face to his. 

"How's say we have a little fun, ey?" 

She glared at him before spitting in his face and he growled whiping 
his cheek and then glared down at her, "Filthy little whore..." He 
then brought his hand up and slapped her across the face. 

It was then when Stoick felt something burn up inside of him and he 
marched over to them his hands curled into fists, "Hey!" 

They both turned their heads to him whilst she just looked down 
coughing heavily, her hair covering her face. As he stood in front of 
them one of them scoffed, "What the hell do ya want, riding 
hood? " 

He took in a deep and angry breath, "I suggest ya let her go before 
you won't have any hands to hold onto anything ever again..." He 
scoweld at both of them his voice cold and serious. 

They stared at him for a moment before both breaking out in laughter 
and Stoick crossed his arms over his broad chest watching them 
unamusingly, "I really wouldn't recommend it if I were you." 

One of them grinned and walked over to him sticking drunk, "Is that 
so? Well what if I give ya a good-" 

"Snakeyes!" His friend called out and he rolled his eyes before 
turning his head to him, "What?!" 

The other viking kept staring at Stoick and he leaned whispering, "I 
recognise him! That's Grandall's boy!" 

Snakeyes frowned then squinted at Stoick who rose a brow. After a 
moment he hissed in laughter whilst his other friend backed up still 



keeping a hold of the girl. 


Snakeyes then stumbled towards his and dropped his hand onto Stoick's 
shoulder then breathed, his breath stunk of wine. "Well what are ya 
gonna do, junior? Get daddy to beat me up for ya?" 

It was at that moment that Stoick grabbed his wrist and began to 
squeeze it with great pressure he'd learnt from yielding heavy axes. 
Snakeyes yelled out in pain and just when he was about to punch him 
Stoick had kicked his knee into his gutt and Snakeyes gasped. Stoick 
then punched him in the face before tugging at his tunik then 
flipping him over and he fell onto his back hard on the ground. 

He hadn't knocked him out but he was close as he groaned, his eyes 
half open. Stoick cracked his knuckles before glancing back at the 
other Viking who gulped nervously and let go of the girl who stumbled 
to the ground. 

"S-sorry!" He mumbled then grabbed Snakeyes' arms and quickly dragged 
him away. 

Stoick scoffed and shook his head before turning back to the girl. 

She whiped a tear away from her before sniffing and stumbling as she 
tried to stand up. Stoick bit down on his lip before cautiously 
walking up to her and held out his hand. 

"You okay?" 

"I'm fine!" She snapped at him and he blinked a little taken aback. 
After a moment she finally got to her feet and at last he saw her 
face only to freeze completely and stare at her. She was the most 
beautiful girl he'd ever seen. She mumbled to herself as she brushed 
back her waist long aubern brown hair into a braid and her eyes were 
so green you'd mistake them for emeralds. He then felt something 
strange, something he' never felt before and it was as if the beat of 
his heart had quickened and he could barely keep up. What was 
happening to him? 

Finally adjusting herself she then picked up her bread and sighed 
before turning around then jumping a little startled when she noticed 
he was still there. Seeing him frown at she blinked before her 
expression turned uncomfortable and annoyed. 

"What?" She said bitterly. At that his brow rose and he cocked his 
head to the side. 

"Is that yer way of saying thank you?" 

She scoffed and flipped back her braid. "Thank you for what? I 
could've easily taken care of myself!" 

"Clearly . " 

She then gave him a sharp glare and he couldn't help but smirk 
slightly. She placed her hand on her hip before rolling her eyes. 

"All ya men are just the same. Cockheads . " 

She spat before beginning to walk away and he stepped in front of her 
and she blinked looking up at him, he was tall, more than her for 
sure . 



"What the hell are you doing?" 

He simply shrugged. "You still owe this _cockhead_ a thank you for 
saving ya . " 

Her face became stern and he continued wryly. "And I'm afraid I can't 
let ya leave until that happens. Sorry." He said teasingly knowing he 
wasn't one bit. He was actually enjoying this much more than the 
festival . 

She bit down on her tongue and looked away shaking her head then 
smirking unamusingly as she kicked a stone. It was almost as if in a 
way she was too find the situation quite entertaining but Stoick was 
certain that she still wanted to punch him in the face. He'd probably 
let her anyway. 

"For the love of Odin..." She mumbled in annoyance and he leaned in 
with his arms crossed. 

"What was that?" He teased. She then huffed with a stubborn pout on 
her face and at last she spoke. 

"Thank you..." She said it but he knew she didn't mean it, either way 
he nodded before stepping aside. 

"You're welcome." 

Seeing him moving she then gave him a cold glare before pushing 
passed him and muttering to herself. "Cockhead . . . " 

He grinned watching her walk off before yelling out. "Careful on yer 
way home ! " 

She groaned in annoyance and he laughed then leaned back against the 
wall and watched. That was odd, she was rude and uncomplying to him 
and yet st ill ... there was something about her. 

The teen Viking then realised that he was probably most likely to 
never see her again and his good mood downed slightly. Feeling tired 
he then decided to head back home. 

When he opened the door to his house he expected his father to be 
asleep but in fact Gandall stood in front of the fireplace with his 
long cloak surrounding him as if he were some phantom. 

Stoick cursed to himself and slowly tried to sneak passed him and 
walk upstairs to his room but just when he was about to reach the 
stairs the low voice spoke. 

"How was the festival?" He asked not turning around to look at 
him . 

Stoick sighed before sitting down on the one of the steps and placed 
his arms on his knees. "I didn't drink if that's what yer 
asking . " 

"Have you thought about what I said?" 

Stoick swallowed hard instantly knowing that he was talking about 



their earlier conversation back in the training room. So there was 
something behind his speech, but what? 

"It passed my mind, once or twice." Stoick admitted hastily. 

"Hmmm." He growled before throwing in another plank of wood into the 
fire causing it to crackle and sparks flying. 

"Why do you ask?" He tried hoping for success. Gandall only stayed 
watching the fire intensley stuck deep in thought and Stoick tried to 
readhim but there was nothing in his expression. 

"Stoick, son..." He began and from the tone of his voice, Stoick 
prepared himself for what was coming. "You know ever since ya mother 

died, I had lost hope for this island. Thinking that it would need 

two strong rulers to watch over it and I was right. The dragons are 
taking more of our kind as each sun sets and rises. I'm growing grey, 
son. My time is surely yet to come and it can't come any sooner. I'm 
not as strong as I used to be and all hope withers away along with my 

youth. But then I see you grow up and train every day to your best of 

abilities and I believe. That you and can bring this island back on 
it's feet and defeat the demons of who attack us. You get stronger 
everyday and that strength could lead us to great victory. But alas 
you cannot do it on your own. With this great strength also requires 
more power and new allies. If we truly wish to win." 

He then closed his eyes and let out a heavy sigh and Stoick felt 
uneasy for some reason. What did that mean? More power, new 
allies ? 

"Which is why. Son..." He continued before turning around and the old 
Chief faced the young Viking before speaking. "I want you to find a 
bride before yer 20th birthday." 

**Ohhhhhh Stoick has to get married! Wait to see how that'll play 
out. So just in case anyone got confused let me even it out for you 
guys. Aidan is Astrid's dad and Spitelout is Snotlout's dad though 
none of which have been born yet. That is later to come, and I would 
tell you who the mothers are but I think that would ruin the fun of 
discovering it for yourselves. Anywho so sorry this took SO long but 
I've been SO busy with exams and all that you can't even imagine! But 
I'll try and update as soon as possible now, promise!** 

**Favourite, Follow, Review** 


End 
f ile . 



